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DISCOURSE. — 


I Samurn, Cuap. XX, 3d Vs. 


THERE IS BUT A STEP BETWEEN ME AND DEATH. 


Ir had not been my purpose to address you to-day, my 
brethren. The multiplied and engrossing cares of the week, 
in which some of you have shared, and with which all of you 
are familiar,* had left me no time for my usual defective prep- 
arations, and I had thought to make this, indeed,a day of 
sanctified repose, elsewhere. But the all-wise and merciful 
God, by a dispensation of His will, most abrupt and startling, 
and to a portion of my flock most grevious, has detained me 
at my post, and assigned me a mournful duty and furnished 
me with an impressive text. 

Of nothing is your preacher more fully aware than this: 
that Death has been a topic of very frequent allusion and dis- 
course in this Sanctuary within the last year; more frequent, 
perhaps, than has been interesting or edifying to some of my 
hearers ; for the glad heart does not listen for the dirge; the 
ear which praise has filled, and the eye which beauty and 
erace have ravished, are not open or alive to the lessons of 
decay and cold obstruction. 

“To such, the song this world doth sing, 
Is joy and hope alone.” 
Nor would my own heart or judgment incline me to make 
this consecrated place the theatre for gloomy exhibitions of 


* The annual Diocesan Conyention had held its session in the parish of 
Christ Church. 
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mortal grief, or mortal instability. It should not be the 
Marah of bitter waters, or Bochim, the ae aa = ut 
rather Bethesda, the healing, healthful spring, where the 
angel descends, and the depths are disturbed only to impart 
vigor to decrepitude and strength to decay; it should be the 
centre of light, and hope, and courage, and holy joy; a place 
of recovery and not of decline; of gladness and not of grief, 
of life and not of death. 

But when God deals with a flock, as He hath dealt with this ; 
when He sends the Destroyer, not to cut off the infant of 
a day, or the old man of fourscore, but the strong, the ripe, 
the beautiful—the father whose frame was  stalwart—the 
mother whose brow was unwrinkled. When He draws near 
at brief and still briefer intervals, veiled in awful form and 
circumstance, as if to print one thought in our minds, and 
fasten one image before our eyes ; then we are scarcely left to 
choose our theme at random. A necessity is laid upon us to 
heed the fearful intimation of God’s pleasure, and act upon it 
in the submissiveness of children; and whatever may be the 
exhilaration of youth, or the gladness of the outer world; how- 
ever loud the carnival of pleasure, or the roar of traffic ; how- 
ever elastic, or irrepressible may be the aspirations of your 
living spirits; we, nevertheless, must toll the knell, and look 
into the open grave, and with Israel’s King, whisper to our 
trembling souls: Surely there is but a step between me and 
death. 

Oh, my people! we are set in the midst of uncertainties. 
The future before us is as untraceable, as it is eternal; its 
events and issues are as profoundly hidden from every eye, as 
they are infinitely important in the history and destiny of 
every undying spirit. To-morrow is beyond our reach. This 
-night is a mystery we cannot open. This hour may be the 
vestibule to a world unseen, and a life everlasting. The 
Great Being who controls us does not take counsel with us ; 
does not admit us to the inspection of his plans. He sees 
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the end from the beginning. We grope like the blind. In 
the midst of our hopeful and earnest attempts to do and to be, 
His stroke descends, His solemn and unchangeable decree is 
accomplished, and we disappear. This is a fearful economy ; 
under which no man knoweth the time of his visitation. Js 
it wise and mererful 2? My Brethren, beyond all controversy, 
ut 2s. 

FOR CONSIDER. 

If the limits of human life were actually defined, and the 
hour of one’s decease made absolutely certain, among the un- 
happy consequences which might ensue, this would, unques- 
tionably be one: the high interests of the soul—its due and 
faithful preparation for heaven—its instant readiness to de- 
part and be with Christ and the company of the glorified, 
would be surrendered to neglect and deliberate postpone- 
ment until the fatal day had almost arrived. When the last 
of the numbered hours were vanishing, and the few remain- 
ing sands were falling, then an overwhelming dread of disso- 
lution, and a fearful looking for of Judgment close at hand, 
might stir up a sudden and wild repentance, only, we fear, 
in most instances to be repented of. The fractional point of 
a squandered life would, in the first place, be crowded with 
agonizing reflections ; and in the next, would be all too brief 
and contemptible for the erasure of a long accumulating and 
swollen account of tresspasses and sins. The very abuse of 
knowledge would intensify dispair. The very waste of a lim- 
ited opportunity, would preclude hope. To the young under 
such an arrangement, death would become a distant and dis- 
regarded foe. ‘To the more advanced, a source of occasional 
anxiety ; and only to those who were about to encounter him, 
would he bring sudden fear—that fear which hath torment. 

All this may be justly argued from the calm and almost de- 
risive apathy with which men observe the risks and liabilities 
to which human life is now exposed. They perceive that 
Death pays no regard to their purposes or calculations. Age, 
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sex, season, furnish one open, indiscriminate field for the range 
of his exploits. They bury the child of promise beneath the 
snows of winter; they lay their companion and cotemporary 
beneath the grassy turf of spring. ‘Though the sun be fierce 
and solstitial, the funeral train is departing from a neighbor’s 
door. Though the autumnal blast be loud and dreary, there 
is at the grave side a service for the dead. Attendance at 
the house of mourning and helpful sympathy with the be- 
reaved, furnish, to very many of the living, their most fre- 
quent interval of rest from weekly toil. Yet, how insensi- 
ble! how, as if returning from a holyday, do these mourners 
go about the streets! and, therefore, we judge that if men 
dare thus presume upon an uncertainity, they would venture 
boldly upon an assurance. 

Yes, beyond all controversy, it is an arrangement most kind 
and benificent, that the future is left undefined and trackless 
except to the clear vision of christian faith ; yielding us no 
warrant upon which either to presume too far, or delay too 
long. Now, to-day, while we have time, from pulse to pulse, 
from breath to‘breath, from step to step, whatsoever the hand 
findeth to do, is to be done with all our might, for in the 
erave, whither we hasten, there is neither knowedge, nor 
wisdom, nor device. The momentous event impends. All 
pretence for neglect or delay is cut off. Our true wisdom is 
‘“‘to stand with loins girded, and lamps burning, like unto 
men that wait,” for not a single moment can we call ourown. 
How trite is this thought, and yet how terrible! How like 
wearying platitudes are all such comments and comparisons ; 
but what an infinite reality is it; how big with changes and 
consequences to our individual being, that but a step divides 
us from death. Come, then, to-day, brethren, while there is 
nothing to divert you, not even the solemn array of dirges and 
solemnities, and while this blessed Sabbath calm invites to 
serious thought; come, and review the impressive truth that 
we are daily and hourly walking upon the verge of our proba- 
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tion, and must soon launch out into an untraversed and un- 
seen deep. 

One advancing step may introduce us into the centre of 
another kingdom ; join us to another society, and bring us 
under an endless and inflexible rule. One step, and we pass 
within the confines of irreversible judgment ; one step, and 
we are numbered with the hosts of departed spirits ; one step, 
and we enter upon glorious anticipations of accomplished 
bliss, or tormenting foretastes of woe interminable. This 
step thousands are taking night and day. ‘Within the week 
it has been taken here. One is not. It will be taken again 
and again, until all who hear me, have passed away. Death’s 
work, like the sun, is not to be concealed ; we may fill vacant 
places, but we miss and mourn absent forms. His desola- 
tions are everywhere rising before the eye, and sounding in 
tones clear and ringing, the lessons of mortality. 

Like a lofty mausoleum, towering in gloom, the pastis but 
a receptacle into whose cavernous and receding depths the 
countless generations of men have been successively swept. 
The present, with its living trust, is hastening to the same 
abode. Kach hour, each moment, beholds some victim gath- 
ered in. The old and the young; the stout of limb and the 
tottering ; the lovely and the faded are taking each their 
places there, and side by side are sleeping that long oblivious 
sleep. But when the portals close upon this or the other, 
who were claimants for admission into the halls of death, they 
do not close upon memory or upon lamentation. They do 
not hide the work of desolation, the scene at the threshing 
floor of Atad is renewed: the survivors lift up and prolong 
the sad story. You encounter them wherever human 
beings are assembled, clad in funeral weeds. They speak 
to you in tones tremulous with emotion, and with moistenine 
eyes. He was removed suddenly, says one, in the freshness 
of his prime, and left the world “to wretchedness and to me.” 
He was struck down in an instant, says another; he sunk 
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with a hundred more, says still a third, and went with all his 
strength upon him into the arms of death. Here is a Mother ; 
whispering plaintively of an infant child. “‘He was beautiful, 
but he died.” There is one whose father has fallen asleep; 
or mother, or companion, or friend, and thus the melting requiem 
for the dead, is forever poured into the ears of the living. 

Besides this, as another has beautifully said : “their steals 
into the heart of every thoughtful man a sense of change and 
absence. He enters a family circle; old and familiar faces 
are missing; tones once heard, no longer blend with the 
music of cheerful fireside conversation. He enters a church ; 
venerable men are no longer seen in their old accustomed 
places ; the active and the robust are no longer there, but have 
left the sabbath assembly forever; and many a fair counten- 
ance and open brow are searched for in vain. He stands in 
the place of business,” and perceives the change, the crowd is 
as busy, and as numerous as ever—but the care worn visage, 
which he remembers, the man of genial spirit whose passing 
word spread cheerfulness and mirth ; the man whose prompt 
demeanor and well-knit frame prophesied a full term of years 
—and many who were oracles and princes in the world of en- 
terprise and traffic, have left its theatre forever,and are 
wrapped in the profound slumbers of the grave. 

Beloved, let it be confessed, the evidences of this affecting 
truth are as common as the sunshine—and, alas! we may also 
add, as generally disregarded. It is indeed the most inex- 
plicable of all mysteries—this universal insensibility and 
recklessness. Men, wise and clearsighted, and prudent upon 
every other question or concern, practically ignore their mor- 
tality, by planning and living, without reference to its mani- 
fest conditions of uncertainty and brevity. If a fixed allott- 
ment of a thousand or ten thousand years had been secured 
to the busy multitudes which throng our towns and cities, 
they could not be more absolute in the expression of their 
will, or more wasteful in the expenditure of their time, than 
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they are now, when every footfall may be the last. I would 
not ask or desire a morbid recurrence to the thought of death 
at all times. I would not interrupt the course of joy or 
dampen human energy by a continued tolling of funeral 
bells. Let life be unlocked from boding fear, and be nour- 
ished and quickened in the open day of hope, and inspiring 
work; but let it not be so “joined to its idols,” or surren- 
dered to its favorite schemes as to go blindly astray from 
the purpose andthe end for which it was bestowed. It is 
recklessness that we deprecate ; it is a wilful bandaging of 
eyes and stopping of ears, against which we warn you; it is 
an insane postponement of the evil day; a determination 
that life shall be a long, level plain, only bounded far away 
by the waters of the river of death; whereas, it is not and 
cannot be. Life is not a prairie across which we may travel 
till the setting of the sun, but a precipice whose sides we 
must climb, till God shall loosen our hold, whether near 
the base, or midway, or toward the summit. Fall we must 
somewhere: fall we may at any stage, and yet we measure 
the whole height, and in our self delusion, our feet are 
planted even in advance, upon the sublimest peak. And what 
is still more remarkable, when the Almighty approaches us, 
as if resolved to correct our misconceptions by a startling 
thunder cry of danger and humah insecurity: when, as 
by a sudden whirlwind he dislodges life in its manifoldness 
of ties and associations, and periods, and takes to another 
state a multitude of all ages and sexes, and conditions, we 
start from our dream but fora moment; we shrink back 
from the flash, and watch and wait until reassured, and then 
during the uncertain interval relapse into the same narcotic 
stupefaction, as if the last thunderboldt had fallen, and the 
last blow from the hand of an omnipotent God been struck. 
Not far from ashore where men gather sea-weed and kelp 
.—through some unforeseen disaster, a ship founders and 
sinks. A world in miniature goes down into the stifling 
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brine—infancy—maturity—age. At the same instant all are 
struggling and suffocating in the grave of waters. Across 
the land, through cities and villages and hamlets, the sudden 
vibration of Death is felt. It startles communities into ex- 
citement. It drives households into grief too stunning and 
awful to be told. Syncope and astonishment proclaim the 
universal horror, 
“Vike a long suspendedbreath.” 

Soon, however, the uplifted hands of amazement fall down, 
and the exclamations of pity and of wonder are no longer 
heard. It is over. The catastrophe was terrific. It has 
been discussed: our imaginations and our sympathies have 
borne their part. We leave the wreck and the beach and 
enter upon the routine of life as if we were to live forever. 
Boyirne upon the winds of Heaven some pestilential scourge 
visits our seaboard, or sheds upon our southern cities, wast- 
ing and destruction. We are one people. We have one 
history, God grant that we may have one common destiny. 
A wail of lamentation goes up from the whole land; the news 
press, everywhere, reports the progress of the desolating mal- 
ady. Upon the spot men’s hearts are failing them for fear, 
and in the wide-spread panic I behold a great multitude yield- 
ing to dismay and trepidation. They are hurrying from 
the place of infection to some retreat which the destroyer 
cannot pierce. Others are barring him out from their dwell- 
ines by every variety of precaution, and turn in fearfulness, 
moment by moment, to gaze into the faces of their families, 
lest, after all, the fatal death spot, or symptom should appear. 
The avenues of trade are vacant. The streets and pathways 
but lately so crowded with life and all its activities, are de- 
serted. Hirclings, who for money are prepared to brave the 
plague and bury the dead, break the wide spread horror and 
keep up the signs of life and business. The rumbling hearse 
moves along the unobstructed road unattended by mourners. 
Man gocth to his long home ‘alone, unannealed, unwept.” 
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The city sits desolate. The sound of the viol ceaseth, and the 
music of the tabret and harp. The stern prophecy written 
in the Book of Job is in the course of fulfilment: In a mo- 
ment shall they die, and the people shall be troubled at mid- 
night and pass away. The mighty shall be taken. Fearful- 
ness descends like a pall, and every man is ready to exclaim, 
surely, there is but a step between me and death. By the 
mercy of God a salubrious gale lifts and bears away the 
sweltering and infectious heats, or a morning frost checks 
the death spreading miasm. An arrest is laid upon the des- 
troyer. The victims with which he has gorged the grave 
become less plentiful. A month elaspes, and the fury of the 
pestilence is spent. The bills of mortality contract day by 
day, and quickly reach their ordinary recital. The alarm 
subsides. Men return to their pursuits. There is a sound 
of mirth in the streets and of intensified energy: the heavens 
are echoing again with the laugh of pleasure loving crowds, 
and the uproar of contending factions. The inhabitants are 
at ease once more. The ground is safe beneath them. The 
noonday wasting and the midnight vigil, and all the dangers 
which lately menaced, are forgotten. The thousands sudden- 
ly borne into eternity are feebly recalled. The prayers and 
fervid resolves which trembled on their pale lips, are as a 
dream when one awaketh, and now, intead of their being but 
a step between them and death, you might suppose that like 
the irregular eruptions of Vesuvius, an interval, and a long 
one had been pledged, before death could again return, to 
bury the same community beneath his remorseless lava 
streams. Thus it is that Divine dispensationsfade from 
the memories of men, or if not from their memories, from 
their thoughts and practical convictions. They choose to 
walk ina vainshow. They are bent upon ignoring that 
which cleaves to them as ashadow all the day long, and 
hovers above their pillow through every watch of the night. 
David, even, who breathed the words of the text into the ear 
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of his beloved Jonathan, was not always mindful of the 
truth which he uttered. So long as jealousy raged in the 
heart of Saul, and all through that dark period during which 
he was hunted like a wild beast by blood thirsty enemies, the 
awful uncertainty of life, filled him with fear, and forced him 
to the contemplation of the fact, that eternity and time were 
contiguous, with but a step between. When, however, the 
threatened danger had been averted, and the strong arm of 
the Almighty had sustained him through strange vicissitudes 
to the summit of earthly grandeur—there were times when 
the fearful exposures of his youth, his desolate wanderings, 
and imminent perils were all unremembered in the sway 
of lawless passion and wordly pride. 

These instances of frailty and forgetfulness in Gods anoint- 
ed servant, proclaim that he too was subject to “that infection 
which remaineth even in the elect.” But the hadit of his 
mind was toward contemplations of lifes uncertainty and 
emptiness. It was an unworldly spirit which prompted him 
to cry, “chow short my time is,’ and many of his most quick- 
ening songs express in boding tenderness, the fragility of all 
mortal bonds, and the mocking, dissolving tenure by which 
any object or expectation of time is held. No man ever 
felt or portrayed this truth more strongly than David 
King of Israel. Would that we-all felt it in the same de- 
gree! Would that even the most aged and infirm of our 
race were all impressed with it, and finding themselves 
upon the extreme borders of life, were calmly improving 
their evening time to watchfulness and preparation, re- 
membering that to them, at least, but a step remained. Oh, 
it would seem needless that we should utter one word of ex- 
hortation, to those who had counted their three score years 
and ten, but casting a glance over this or any community, 
we are assured that the frame trembling with infirmity—the 
brow furrowed with ancient strifes and cares—the head 
bleached and thinned on the long pilgrimage across the 
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desert, are no evidences in this our world of ripeness for 
eternity. ‘That the outward man decayeth, gives no surety 
that the inward man is day by day renewed. The insane 
folly which withered the promise of spring time, and dropped 
mildew upon the summer months, too generally deepens the 
cheerlessness of life’s autumn, and we observe all around us, 
men whose period of existence is hastening to its close, un- 
solaced by one ray of peace from Heaven, unsustained by 
one gospel consolation. Their sun is going down in clouds, 
while we are only left to think of that judgement record, to 
which have been committed the rank offences of sixty years, 
or seventy, or eighty—together with the innumerable privi- 
leges set at naught—the untold mercies thanklessly received 
—the strong remonstrances trampled under foot. 

But why do we speak of the old, when God in His provi- 
dence is so emphatically addressing those at the meridian 
of life. So long as the aged linger with us, we are thankful, 
but when they depart we are not surprised. It would seem 
to be the purpose of Almighty God, however, to make such a 
demonstration of mortal instability in our midst, as not only 
to fill us with regret, but also with awe and wonder. The 
graves he bids us open are not to receive the remnants of a 
past generation, but the advancing wayfarers of a new. 
Out from the freshly recruited ranks, He calls the beautiful 
and strong. He changeth their countenance and taketh 
them away. Our place of habitation is salubrious even to a 
proverb, and this fact gives a deeper emphasis to the Divine 
admonition ; telling us that neither loveliness or advantage 
of position—neither wholesome airs or elevated and sunny 
homes, can shield health, or life, from the invasion of God’s 
swift winged angel. This is a message to you, who are strong, 
and whose nests are built upon the rocks ; “prepare to meet 
your God,” ye men of vigor and of power. Think not ye are 
safe, because not exposed to the awful catastrophe by fire or 
sea, or deadly blow, or battle shock, or ravaging pestilence. 
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As you sit in your dwelling there is but astep between you 
and death. Around your hearthstone he may occupy an in- 
visible place, balancing his shaft while your face is wreathed 
with smiles. When you retire He may retire with you, and 
lurk at your bedside, and lift the curtain, and turn sleep into 
that silence which no sunrise can end, and no uproar break. 
As you walk the streets, he may walk at your side; as you 
penetrate the thoroughfare of business, he may hasten along 
with you, breast to breast. 

“He steals along with silent tread, 

Found oftenest in what least we dread, 


Frowns in the storm with awful brow, 
But in the sunshine, strikes his blow.” 


I need not remind you, my hearers, of that which your own 
recollection will readily confirm, how frequently life is term- 
inated, by an abrupt and thorough derangement of the vital 
functions. Around the seat of existence the elements of 
dissolvtion may have been long gathering—the morbid prepa- 
ration for the last blow may have been the unsuspected work of 
months and years. Deeper than the search or the remedy of 
skill and professional observation, there may have been a cor- 
rosion at the roots of being, so that “cone accretive touch” 
may drive the fatal instant on, which shall prove the last. 
The overflow of blood upon the brain. The bursting or de- 
cay of arteries near the heart, may by one suffocating and 
ineffectual spasm, end all that was “so majestic and God 
like to look upon.” 

We are told, that Bishop Heber, returning from Divine 
Service, entered his house, and almost immediately expired. 
Berkley, Bishop of Cloyne, was listening to a sermon—his 
daughter approached, and found him cold and stiff. Samuel 
Seabury, first Bishop of Connecticut, went hence more ab- 
ruptly than Elijah in his chariot. So passed away Matthew 
Hale and Samuel Clark, and more recently, Griswold, the 
meek and apostolic Prelate, and Croswell the beloved presby- 
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ter. Who is there unable to recall some such departure 
from his own home circle or acquaintance ? 


It was by such an unforewarned and appalling visitation, 
that, but a few weeks since, one,* dear to your pastor by the 
closest affinities of blood and household affection ; his parent, 
whose wise guardianship of earlier years was never slackened ; 
his counsellor, whose cool judgment never led astray; his 
surest and most immovable of earthly friends, was, in an un- 
looked for moment, and as by a motion of the Almighty hand, 
dismissed from earth and received up into Paradise. His 
was a goodly frame which age had scarcely begun to bow, 
and, although his head had long been covered with the 
whitest of its frosts, his eye was undimmed, and no chill had 
touched the vigor of his intellect. But his course was ful- 
filled, and God had so ordained it, that his last night of soft 
and undisturbed repose should be followed in the twilight of 
the morning by his ascension unto life and immortality, | 

Oh! my father! thou art gone as by an hurried exit into 
the world of spirits, neither exhausted by sickness, nor worn 
out by time. A few more years would have revealed the 
decays of nature; but in thy vigor and full ripeness God has 
released thee, and blessed be His Holy name; and blessed 
be thy sacred memory, thy pious counsels, thy peaceful rest! 

An end so sudden is always confounding and full of strange 
bitterness to affectionate survivors, surpassing that of the 
usual shock; and so large a portion of mankind are unpre- 
pared for an instant summons, that the Church may well in. 
clude in her prayers a petition for deliverance from sudden 
death.t But to the christian believer, whose regeneration is 
a progress and an ever quickening life, there need, there will 
be no terror in the thought that but a step divides him from 
his eternal home. Nay,he will be confident that the most 
instantaneous stroke, is but the speediest introduction into 


* Denison Morgan, Esq., of Hartford, Conn. ~ 7 Bishop Burgess. 
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the triumphant society and church of the first born, whose 
names are written in heaven. 

Let this be the chiefest and richest of your consolations, 
ye who mourn bitterly to-day, because the daughter, the sis- 
ter, the wife, the mother, so tenderly beloved, has passed 
within the veil. We mourn with you. We feel the great- 
ness of your loss, because we are conscious of our own. With 
you, we realize that a bright presence has vanished from the 
earth, and that joy is darkened in many a habitation. The 
thought of her translation is dreamy and unreal. 


“ Like a shadow thrown 
Softly and lightly from a passing cloud, 
Death fell upon her,” 


and lo! the face which but yesterday was radiant with light, 
and on which seemed to sit enthroned a perpetual benedic- 
tion, is a face which will cheer us no more along these dusty 
ways of life; and, therefore, to some of you, I know, exist- 
ence will be even less than before a thing to be greatly de- 
sired—there will be less of loveliness for you in the face of 
nature, and less of music in her multitude of voices; for 
you will follow your beloved one to her angel sphere, and 
dwell more in the thought of what is gone, than of what re- 
mains behind. 

But let me remind you, and let me give the same assur- 
ance to this large congregation, that so far as human tokens 
can ratify belief, seldom has one gone hence in an unexpected 
hour so well prepared by daily duties and daily discipline, or 
so well fitted for the fellowship of the just, by the nurture 
and practical exhibition of all childlike and christian graces. 
| do not praise the dead, when I invite the living to remem- 
ber what she was in gentleness, in meekness, in forgiveness, 
in benevolence, in self-sacrifice, in loyal devotion to the 
Church of her adoption. 

Without being perfect—for the weight of sin was her daily 
cross—she was not unprepared for the appointed change, and 
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she leaves a name fragrant with virtue and holy living. Be 
comforted. Her redeemed spirit has only thrown aside its 
mortal encumbrance, to put on a robe whiter than the snow, 
more radiant than the light. She is blest, and among her 
kindred blest; and with them, her pure eyes are contempla- 
ting the face of God, while angel hosts are sending their mel- 
ody upon her ears, and her own lips are singing the happy 
songs of the resurrection. 

Be consoled, ye afflicted ones! Live for the day of re- 
union: live for the day of refreshment and ineffable conso- 
lation: live for His appearing who shall conduct all His — 
true children out of tribulation, to “an inheritance incorrup- 
tible, undefiled, and that fadeth not away.” 

May we all, brethren, find mercy in that day, and may the 
God of peace, who brought again from the dead that great 
Shepherd of the sheep, through the blood of the everlasting 
covenant, make you perfect in every good work to do His 
will, through Jesus Christ, to whom be glory throughout all 
ages.—AMEN. 
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REQUIEM, 


Sung at the funeral of Mrs. R., by the Choir of Christ Church. 


How they so softly rest, 

All, all the holy dead, 

Unto whose dwelling-place 
Now doth my soul draw near ! 
How they so softly rest, 

All in their silent graves. 


And they no longer weep 
Here, where complaint is still ! 
And they no longer feel 
Here, where all gladness flies ! 
And, by the cypresses 
Softly, o’ershadowed, 
Until the angel 
Calls them, they slumber ! 
Klapstock. 


